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The Legend of Bun Wallace

The Rabbit Clan Wallace were a forthright bunch. They strongly valued family life within their vast 
colony, but most of all they valued their freedom.

The Wallaces tended to their land with the utmost care and pride; they all lived in a large cosy 
warren situated within the rolling hills and glens on Arthurs Seat. The Wallaces had the best view of
Edinburgh from the ruins of nearby St Anthony's Chapel, overlooking St. Margaret's Loch, nestled 
in the heart of Scotland’s capital city.

Other rabbit clans lived there too. There were the MacKenzies, the Stewarts, the Campbells, the 
MacDonalds, and many more warren clans, all of whom had learned to live together in this vast 
landscape after the wars of times gone by, albeit keeping to and maintaining their own territories. 
They cared not a jot for outside interference other than the inbuilt instinct to survive and fight off 
natural predators such as foxes and birds of prey who would snatch up any unsuspecting rabbit in 
the flick of a tail!

The rabbits were a social bunch and all the clans loved a good céilidh! They would come together 
towards the end of the hot summer months to form the Fur-inge Festival. Visitors would travel far 
and wide to see the marvellous spectacle, the Highland Binky.

After the splendour of the Highland Binky, the rabbit clans would feast on the host of goodies 
which mother nature provided.

They would eat kale crumpets, cow parsley pie and hawthorn hash served with a fresh dandelion 
and plantain salad, then they’d wash it all down with a fine heather ale. And the youngsters had a 
sweet, fresh wild bramble and raspberry fruit punch! Oh, life was good for the rabbits in days gone 
by!

One fateful day, a family holidaying in the great city of Edinburgh stopped to watch the splendour 
of the Fur-inge Festival, and their young daughter was captivated by the beauty of the majestic 
rabbits’ Highland Binky dance.

Being a demanding sort, the child cried and cried, insisting to her parents that she must have her 
very own rabbit. They easily gave in to their daughter’s demands and set about capturing one for 
her. Oh, how she loved the rabbits, or so she said; they are so cute and cuddly! I will never get 
bored with my very own rabbit, who will love me too and entertain me with non-stop displays of 
the Highland Binky!

After the feast to mark the festival’s end, the Clan Wallace settled into their warren for a good 
night’s sleep, exhausted but satisfied from another bunderful Fur-inge Festival. However, the little 
girl’s family had other ideas. Under the cover of night they crept up the glen and laid a trap to 
capture one of the rabbits for their demanding little offspring.

And so it was that the very next morning, not one but TWO young rabbits from the Clan Wallace, 
Morag and Rab, were trapped; destined never to see their families ever again!

After a long, tiring and very frightening journey, Morag and Rab found themselves imprisoned in a 
small wooden box, or a hutch as the humans called it! “My”, thought the rabbits, what an unnatural 



contraption this is!
This tiny wooden box stood two feet off the ground on tall wooden legs and it had two doors on the 
front, one covered with wire mesh and the other solid wood. Well, I say solid, but only in the sense 
that you could not see through it; the wood was quite cheap and flimsy and the rain slowly buckled 
it and let in the damp, and soon became mouldy from the rain.

There was very little room inside for one rabbit, let alone two, and it was very difficult for Rab and 
Morag to stretch out in any direction. Soon their growing bodies become very stiff and sore! The 
wooden box may have provided a small measure of welcome shelter, but it was very cramped 
indeed. 

The mesh door offered no protection at all; the wind on those long dark winter nights howled and 
blew! The rain and the snow would came straight in through the mesh door leaving the rabbits very 
cold, and their fur was always chilled with the damp.
 
Even in the warmer summer months the box offered little respite from the weather; when or if the 
sun made a rare appearance, that is! There was little escape from the pounding heat of the day. And 
Oh! The flies! There were thousands of them!

There were more flies than you could count. They buzzed around and hid in the dark, dirty, smelly 
corners of the hutch and even bit the poor little rabbits on the bum! And if that wasn’t bad enough, 
the flies laid their eggs, and when they hatched, the larvae would start to feast on the warm, soiled 
flesh on their bums too!

Oh, the pain was terrible, and worse still, no amount of scratching could relieve their suffering, nor 
was there any escape to be had.

Morag and Rab were very scared, and huddled together for comfort and warmth as best they could 
during those dark lonely nights. But being rabbits, the comfort they found in each other soon 
increased their number and the box became even more cramped, dirty and smelly!

The rabbit family was very bored indeed! They all quickly became depressed as they missed their 
family so much and they were unable to hop around and play. They no longer held the desire to do 
the Highland Binky as the joy in their hearts had all but deserted them. With this grew anger. They 
would fight amongst themselves and would often bite the little girl whenever she came near, as their
frustrations grew in this confined, cramped and smelly prison.
 
Soon the family decided enough was enough! Three of the rabbit family had ended up in the pot, 
their skins used to make mittens and slippers. The remaining rabbits had been sold to the shop on 
the corner, which advertised them as food for its hungry customers, and so the horror began.
Rabbits soon became a common addition to people’s menus! People began to keep them, and the 
small wooden boxes became a common sight in their gardens as the rabbits were fattened up until 
they were just the right size for the pot.

Over time, with all the over-breeding, cross-breeding and in-breeding, ever cuter strains of lop-
eared, long-haired, dwarf, giant, continental and various other varieties of rabbit emerged. 
Some people thought they were far too cute to go in the pot so they would keep them as play pets 
for their children. But, sadly, the hutches which housed the rabbits did not improve and they 
remained very small and cramped. The rabbits continued to live short, lonely lives in small hutches 
in people’s gardens, often forgotten about once the novelty wore off. 

Some rabbits were very lucky indeed and had good owners who would spend time with them to 



watch, learn and gain the trust of these naturally timid animals. These humans came to understand 
that rabbits need so much more than a small wooden box to live in. They would provide the rabbits 
with lots of safe, secure living-space, with plenty of soft green grass to eat and rest their sore feet 
on. These were very happy rabbits and they went on to live long, happy lives of ten years or more in
surroundings similar to those inhabited by their wild ancestors.

Over this centuries this fashion for pet rabbits has continued uncontrolled. Some rabbits are very 
lucky to find good homes; others not.

After all the higgledy-piggledy breeding, they even lost their characteristic tartan fur which has left 
some rabbits with little more than a flash of tartan on the underside of their tails.

Not so long ago, an ancestor of Rab and Morag was born and his name was Bun Wallace. Like so 
many others, he had a sorry start in life and, sadly, one that is none too rare either.

Bun Wallaces's parents were bought from a pet shop for a little boy and girl to care for. Once again, 
these poor little rabbits ended up locked up in a small hutch with little room to move. They were 
often left for long periods of time with no food or water, as the children had lost interest in them 
long ago.

One day a litter of six kittens was born, and amongst them was a young buck bun with a very 
remarkable coat indeed. He stood out from all the others with his magnificent  coat of tartan fur.

As they were so many, the kits were sent off to the pet shop at a very young age, and they missed 
their parents so!

Bun Wallace stood out from all the rest and was quickly bought by an eager new owner. Bun 
marvelled at the attention, longing hopefully for a life of good food and space to run around and 
graze on long lush grass, just as nature intended.

Alas, it was not to be. Bun Wallace was devastated to find himself locked up in yet another prison, 
this time with a hard plastic bottom and a roof and walls made from nothing more than metal bars. 
There was nowhere for him to run and hide when he felt scared, or needed to rest his eyes from the 
glaring light. 

The little boy and girl were very noisy. They often hurt him when they picked him up to cuddle him,
and would often carry him around like a doll. They would feed him lots of carrots, and a strange 
food that they called muesli mix. Of course Bun liked the sweet foods; he liked them so much that 
he ended up really quite fat and soon developed toothache which hurt him just as much as his sore, 
raw feet with long, overgrown claws.

One day Bun Wallace realised that his family no longer showed him any love or attention. In one 
way, he was quite glad not to have the children hurt or scare him, but he was so lonely and hungry. 
These days, no-one seemed to come near except to throw in the odd carrot and handful of food; 
when they remembered, that is! How he longed for some fresh, cool water too!
 
After some time, Bun Wallace started to smell. He smelled so bad that one night, the little boy and 
girl's parents carried him out of the house in his cage and into the noisy car for a drive, only to leave
him out in the middle of nowhere and all alone on a dark, lonely footpath! They also left the door to
his cage open, something that scared Bun Wallace a lot!

After an hour or two, he could hear footsteps in the distance. The closer they came, the more 



frightened Bun Wallace became, and his small body trembled uncontrollably. All of a sudden, a 
strange new person was standing right next to him! Unknown to Bun, however, this was to be his 
lucky day as the lady who found him knew of a bunderful place nearby called Bunny Buddies 
Rescue, a sanctuary that saved lots of unwanted and neglected rabbits just like him!

It was late that night that Bun Wallace and his cage were placed into another loud vehicle and 
driven off into the darkness, unaware of the fate that awaited him. Oh, he was such a scared little 
rabbit. He was still so very young, and he yearned for his mother's soft, warm fur to snuggle into!
After what seemed like an eternity, he arrived at a place so magical he thought he was dreaming. He
could smell, hear and see so many other rabbits that he felt he must be in heaven, although he was 
still very scared and wary.

However, given all that he had been through in his short life, he was a very reluctant rabbit, and he 
would not come out of his cage willingly when the kind lady tried to coax him.
But she did not give up, and finally she held him softly in her arms. Bun Wallace had never felt so 
safe and secure. The lady held him ever so gently but firmly, and he instantly felt at ease. He had 
never felt human touch before that didn’t hurt his delicate body!

He felt the lady’s sadness as she held him; what a sorry state this beautiful young rabbit was in! 
Slowly and gently, she combed his tartan coat, trimming off a bit here and a bit there. She carefully 
cut back his long, curly, overgrown claws. Bun Wallace was amazed. For the first time in ages, his 
feet no longer hurt!

She showed him more love and care within those few minutes than he’d ever thought possible, and 
he was delighted to be tucked up in a bed of warm, soft straw, with lots of lovely fresh hay and 
leafy greens to eat, and room to move. Bun Wallace was so overcome with joy and exhaustion that 
he quickly fell asleep!

Early the next morning he awoke thinking it had all been a lovely dream. He sat for a minute and 
rubbed his eyes... Could this new heaven be true? Slowly, he peeked out of the bedroom area and 
sniffed the fresh, clean air. A little apprehensively, he slowly ventured out to take in his new 
surroundings and was soon hopping around, chinning everything in sight, saying this is mine, mine, 
mine!!

He could see lots of other rabbits all around him, living in big, spacious enclosures just like his; he 
instantly felt reassured knowing that he was finally in a good safe place, and he was so happy he did
a wee Highland Binky to celebrate his good fortune!

But little did Bun Wallace know some more scary stuff lay ahead. He still had toothache, so he 
found it hard to eat his hay properly. The nice lady noticed this and took him to a strange new place 
called the ‘Vet’. It smelt funny, yet also clean and fresh; this was something he had never smelled 
before.

Soon he was on a big metal table, and a lady in a white coat checked every inch of his little tired 
body. Bun could sense that she too was very worried about him. He soon found himself in yet 
another strange place as he was taken through to a room they called a 'ward' and put in another 
strange metal cage, but this one was clean and spacious, with a lovely big cardboard box to hide in 
and lots of fresh tasty hay!  He felt strangely safe, and after being given some funny-tasting syrup, 
he settled down to sleep.

The next morning he was woken early by a young lady who gently picked him up and carried him 
over to the table. After feeding him more of that strange syrup she started to 'tickle' his ears and rub 



on some kind of strange cream which made them feel a little tingly and numb... The next thing he 
knew, it was a couple of hours later and he was awake, but he was feeling very groggy indeed. For 
the next few hours he had vivid dreams of an old chapel which stood near a lovely loch in a lush, 
green valley far away...

Soon Bun was wide awake but his mouth felt very strange indeed. It still felt a little uncomfortable, 
but the sharp, jaggy teeth that cut into his tongue were finally gone! But hungry as he was, he didn't 
feel able to eat for himself, and was soon being fussed over by another lovely lady who offered him 
some tasty brown runny food from a plastic tube, which he gladly accepted without fuss. 

Bun stayed in this place for the next two days but was soon back to his happy self, happily hopping 
around and being cheeky to the ladies whom he learned were called nurses; but they didn't care, 
they loved this little bun and thought his naughty ways were adorable. He was soon learning to lap 
up the attention and would get up to all sorts of mischief, as he loved to hear them giggle and make 
a fuss of him!

Soon, he left the place called the 'Vet' and settled into his nice big enclosure at Bunny Buddies 
Rescue, where he learned to really enjoy life! He was quite a cheeky little chap and he would 
always try to run out of his enclosure every chance he got so he could go and say hello to the other 
rabbits who lived there. He was especially keen to say hello to all the pretty lady rabbits!

Time soon passed and he found himself back at the Vet’s. Bun wasn't too worried as the last time 
he’d been there, he’d felt so much better after his visit; yet he was still naturally apprehensive. And 
sure enough, the next thing he knew, he was awake again, feeling very groggy and dreaming of that 
strange lush green valley with the loch and chapel, far, far away...

This time it wasn't his mouth that felt uncomfortable but his little furry bum area! Once he was fully
awake, he crouched over to give his 'underneath' a quick clean, and looked to see what could be 
causing his discomfort. He was quite aghast to discover that something was missing! “No wonder I 
feel tender”, he thought! 

But it wasn't long before the nurses started to fuss over him again. They had missed the little Bun 
very much and were soon making quite a fuss of him, which helped him forget about his 'injury'.  
It seems that he had undergone a very important operation called 'neutering'. He had never heard 
this word before, but from what he gathered, it would reduce his chances of developing something 
called cancer. Although Bun had no idea what that word meant, he felt strangely relieved as the 
concern in the nurses’ eyes and their voices too told him it was something he did not want to 
experience!
 
He also heard them whisper about how he was so lucky as now he’d had had this neutering 
operation, he would go on to live a much happier, calmer life; and better still, it would allow him to 
find a rabbit wife to share his life with!  

So although Bun felt a little sore, he also felt strangely comforted by this information; he was soon 
wide awake, and before long, his appetite was so good that he was eating all by himself. He gobbled
down his hay and dandelion leaves like he'd never seen food before, and now he didn't even mind 
the strange-tasting syrup that the nurses insisted on feeding him... Well, not too much anyway.

The very next day Bun was on his way back to the sanctuary and was very happy to see his rabbit 
neighbours again, although perhaps the feeling was not quite mutual given how much of a 'pest' he 
had been over the past few weeks, especially towards the ladies!



A few more weeks went by and life was good: very good! Bun was a confident happy rabbit again, 
and able to act so too! This was something he had never experienced before after having spent his 
early life in that strange metal-barred prison!

Bun was now a very confident boy who greeted visitors with enthusiasm and was admired by 
everyone who visited. And he loved the attention too!

But the lady at Bunny Buddies did not want him to go to just any old home. She felt there was 
something special about Bun Wallace and she waited patiently to find the right owner for him!

One day his dreams were answered: his fur-ever home was found! A nice couple came to visit 
Bunny Buddies and with them they brought the most beautiful lady rabbit he had ever seen! 
Bonnie was aptly named. She was small, but not too small, and had a lush coat of golden brown fur 
with little speckles of white. She seemed timid at first when they sniffed each other through the bars
of their adjoining pen, but as soon as they were put together side by side Bun knew she was the girl 
for him! However, Bonnie was going to take a little more convincing! Whilst she was curious about 
this handsome young chap, she was also very wary and played hard to get, giving him the odd little 
grump and growl if he got too near. But soon he won her over with a few well placed kisses on her 
ears and head.

The Bunny Buddies lady and Bonnie's owners were thrilled to see that the two rabbits appeared to 
be getting along well, and after a few questions about his new home, Bun Wallace was soon on his 
way to his new life, complete with a beautiful new wife and a lovely big roomy enclosure to share.

Bun Wallace blossomed in his new home and was as happy as could be to have met Bonnie and 
settled down with her. They groomed and snuggled and played and ate. They also got up to 
mischief, and it wasn't long until the phone cable came under attack, as well as their owners’ shoes! 

But they were loved! Their owners were never really angry with them for being naughty, but instead
learned to keep their valuables and other potentially dangerous household items, like cables, plants 
and personal possessions, out the way of those sharp rabbit teeth. 

Bun thrived in his new home with Bonnie. The once-slightly-skinny and bedraggled-looking rabbit 
soon developed into a very handsome young man indeed. Almost overnight the change was 
remarkable: Bun’s coat was glorious. Everyone knew he was an extraordinary Bun, but this was 
exceptional!

His new owners could see he was something special and were soon in touch with the Bunny 
Buddies lady who agreed that there was something quite extraordinary about this boy.  
So it was that Bun Wallace became quite famous. His owners and the lady from Bunny Buddies 
took him along to awareness events so that he could not only tell his sad story, but also of his 
bravery in the face of adversity which proved that with a little love and the correct care, rabbits can 
have a life worth living and that they can bring joy to families across the land; so long as they 
receive the correct rabbit welfare, that is! 

To this day, Bun Wallace spreads his message far and wide; he fights on for the freedom of rabbits 
to enjoy life by helping spread the #ahutchisnotenough rabbit-welfare message, as well as the 
message that all Rabbits Require Rights.  
 
If you are very lucky and look closely the next time your rabbit hops away to play, you might just 
catch a glimpse of the tell-tale flash of tartan on the underside of its tail. This is a sure sign of a 
happy bunny! 


